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An Early Gift 


Author's Notes: 
Just some Christmas fluff. Enjoy! 


With a heavy sigh Lars pulled up in the driveway, simply sitting in the dark car and listening to the radio play 
for a few minutes. He knew he'd have to go inside eventually, but he would put it off for as long as possible. 
He'd promised James he would be home by 5, and it was just past 9:30 now. Though he'd called the other man, 
and James had promised it was okay, he didn't want to face him. He knew James had been planning something, 
considering the day, but he had been busy on the phone discussing management issues, which was never 
something James liked to do. 


Finally, Lars willed himself to step out of the car. He could see his breath in the chilly night air, he noticed, 
watching it dissipate into the darkness. Looking up to the front window, he could see a tree, wrapped in a 


rainbow of lights and adorned with shiny ornaments. 


Lars was puzzled. It hadn't been there earlier; James thought they were silly and useless, never giving in to 


Lars' begging. The Dane had quickly let it go, knowing that James simply still struggled with thoughts of his 


childhood. He was content just to drink hot cocoa and exchange gifts with James, to enjoy his company. Leaving 
his thoughts, Lars dragged his feet up to the front door, stepping out of the December air. 


Inside of the house, Lars was overwhelmed by an assortment of pleasant smells, sounds, and sights. He first 
saw the Christmas tree up close, shimmering with light and covered in what Lars knew to be some of the 
antique ornaments James had gotten from his mother. It was accompanied with the fresh scent of pine, along 
with something that must have been vanilla With a second look, he noticed that the barely-used fireplace was 
illuminated with a fire, which reflected off of gifts under the tree, wrapped up in shiny paper. The living room 
was dimly lit, and the whole house was clean. There was Christmas music playing, too. It was so perfect; too 


perfect, almost. And seconds later it became even more perfect. 


A plate of Christmas cookies in hand, James strolled into the living room with a warm smile on his face. He 
placed them on the coffee table before enveloping Lars in a warm embrace that drew the last traces of cold 


right out of him. "I'm happy you're home. Merry Christmas," the taller man said softly. 


Lars gazed up at him with wonder, almost overwhelmed by his gratefulness for a moment. "I'm so sorry | was 


gone late tonight. | didn't want to be," he replied. 


With a gentle shake of his head, James brushed it off. He led Lars to sit on the couch. "I made cookies, if you 
want one," he offered, gesturing to the plate. That explained the vanilla smell, Lars realized. Reluctantly, he took 
one. James never really cooked, let alone baked, so he was worried by what he might taste. However, he was 


pleasantly surprised by the soft and sweet flavor of the cookie. 


"These are amazing. Where did you learn this? You've never baked anything in your life," Lars said with a smile. 


He quickly finished one and reached for another. 


Already looking proud, James gave a shrug. "Oh, it was nothing. Jason's mom had a recipe. And | wasn't planning 
to tell you at first, but he helped me with my first batch so | could get it right. This is the second one. It was 
kind of just lucky that you walked in, like, ten minutes after they were done." He laughed softly. 


Lars gave a contented sigh and leaned against James. "You're the best. How did | ever get so lucky, Jamie?" 


‘Oh, no. I'm the lucky one here." James planted a soft kiss on top of the smaller man's head. For a while, the 
two sat in satisfied silence, just listening to the crackle of the fire and the soft sound of Christmas music that 
drifted through the room. 


"James, what made you decide to do all this? Not that | don't love it, but you've just. don't know. You've never 


really wanted this before," Lars finally said. 


Contemplatively, James looked down at Lars. "Well, it's a very special holiday, first of all. Christmas and pretty 
much your birthday. And | love you so much, and | just want to make you happy. Christmas makes you happy, 
and | didn't want to keep that from you anymore. Besides, | don't have any reason to keep from having a 


regular Christmas anymore." 


"What do you mean by that?" Lars asked. He gave James a questioning look as he reached forward to take 


another cookie. 


A small smile spread across James' face. "I know it's only Christmas Eve, but | have one present | really wanna 


give you early. | just need you to stand up, and close your eyes," he said, completely avoiding the question. 
Though it puzzled Lars, he reluctantly stood. "Can | keep eating this cookie while | wait?" he asked. 


James rolled his eyes. "Yeah, you can eat your cookie. Now close your eyes," he said. Lars did as he was told, 
trying hard to listen for any clues he could get. However, he never even heard James leave the room, which 
was strange. He took a bite of his cookie, but suddenly felt his stomach go cold when he could sense James 
standing in front of him; or, rather, kneeling. 


"Okay, baby. Open your eyes," James finally said. Sure enough, Lars looked down to find the blonde on one knee, 
holding a little black box. 


The half eaten cookie fell right out of Lars' hand. "James, oh my god,” was all he could manage. 


James gave a soft laugh at the cookie that lay on the floor before taking one of the drummer's little hands in 
his own, giving it a gentle kiss. Lars felt the wiry hair of James' mustache brush against it and he couldn't 
help but shiver. "Lars, baby, my little squirt. You are my whole entire world, my best friend, and the person | 
love and trust more than anyone else. You've been by my side longer than anyone, and cared about me when 
no one else did You've saved me more times than | can count. It took me longer than | would have liked to 
admit that | loved you, but in the years since then, I've been happier than | ever was before. And | wanna keep 
feeling that way. Nothing would make me happier than to spend my life with you, and | hope you feel the same 
way." James paused, seeming to gather himself back together as he wiped his tears away and opened the little 
black box to reveal a beautiful silver band. "Lars Ulrich, will you make me the happiest man in the world and 


marry me?" 


Tears streamed down Lars' face. He nodded. "Yes, Jamie. God, yes. I've never been so sure about anything," he 
finally choked out. He held his left hand out, letting James delicately slip the ring onto his ring finger. Lars 
brought his hand up to admire the beautiful ring, but not before James could sneak another kiss, this time 


directly into the palm of his hand. 
"Do you like it?" the taller man asked as he finally stood up. He seemed almost nervous. 


Lars threw his arms around James. "It's beautifull. | absolutely love it. Almost as much as | love you.” He 


planted a kiss on James’ stubbly cheek. 


"I love you too," James replied. He wrapped his arms around Lars’ waist and pulled him in close. "I'm so happy 


you said yes." 


"Nothing has ever been this easy to say yes to," Lars said. He was silent for a few seconds, but soon looked 
up at James again. "What were you talking about earlier, when you said you don't have to keep from having 
Christmas anymore?" 


A soft smile appeared on James’ face. "I was always so bitter about Christmas because it's a family holiday, 
y'know? And | was angry for a long time, because | felt so abandoned, with my parents being gone and all. Of 
course, | have Deanna and everything, but it wasn't the same. She has her own family. And | thought, if | have 
no family, I'll have no Christmas. But this year I've realized something." 


"What's that, Jamie?" 


"You're my family. | couldn't ask for a better family than you if | tried.” 


